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AUTUMN. 


And merrily with oft repeated stroke 
Sounds from the thrashing-floor the busy flail. 

“ oh ' what a glory doth this world put on 
For him, that with a fervent heart goes forth, 

Under the bright and glorious sky, and looks 
On duties well performed, and days well spent ; 

For him the wind, ay, the yellow leaves 
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teaching, 
He shall so hear the solemn hymn that death 
Has lifted up for all, that he shall go 
To his long resting place without a tear.” 

If the earlier seasons delighted us with their fresh- 
ness and beauty, and gave to our ears and eyes 
a beautiful profusion of songs and flowers, the 
present induces a sense of peaceful and quiet 
enjoyment, and of grateful feeling almost sufficient 
to compensate for the loss of the sweet spring and 
brilliant summer by its more subdued tones and 
sober colouring. 

“ No more the glowing flowers of spring. 

Enrich the sweet romantic dell ; 

Vet ah ! the tints of Autumn bring 
A fading charm, a soft farewell. 

“ Dear Autumn ! as thy sober hues 
Adorn the scene with shadowy grace : 

A mellow beauty they diffuse 
Which pensive pleasure loves to trace. 

** And dearer is thy transient calm, 

That wakes the mild and soothing tear 

Than summer air of fragrant balm. 
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Than all the treasures of the year : 

And sweeter is thy partial ray, 

For, ah ' too soon it melts away ” 

Hemans.. 

At this season our thoughts naturally recur with 
pleasure, ]jto the many expeditions of our early 
youth, when with our friends that time may have 
now removed from us, we sallied forthto the woods 
for the purpose of nutting, regularly equipped for 
a scramble through briars and bushes, with com- 
modious bags hung round our necks, and a Long 
stick with a crook at the end, in our hands. The 
excitement attending these excursions — the thread- 
ing of the intricate paths of the wood — the difficul- 
ties surmounted in the thorny brakes — the separa- 
tion from our companions, in our eagerness in ex- 
ploring the wood in search of the fruitful trees — 
the cool shades we gained to partake of our rural 
meal, with the roots of an aged oak for our seats, 
the moss for our carpet, and the crystal stream 
that glided at our feet for our drink. All these 
things we look back upon with pleasure ; and 
many of our young friends at this season will, 
doubtless, be enjoying themselves in the same 
manner. 

The orchards now bend under the weight of 
their luscious fruit, and every thing proclaims that 
the fullness of the year is come. It was for this 
the frosts of winter, the rains of spring, and the 
sunshine of summer were called into activity ; the 
rich produce is now offered to our gathering. 



